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Diced Night". 


The Most Sizzling Sex Scenes Ever Filmed 


Most of them are butchered from the mot 
before American audiences are permitted 














ADAM probes 
the inner minds of 
combatants engaged 
in the most 
ancient game of 



I wonder what goes on in their pretty 
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■ t was incredible to Johnnie Haynes 
that he was sitting across the neatly organized desk, staring 
at the spread of newspaper and hearing Dr. Reinstead say, 
"Under the circumstances, I think it improbable that you 
would prefer to remain with us here.” Dr. Reinstead’s bfue- 
glass eyes rolled back nervously and he toyed in his embar- 
rassment with the pointed tip of his nose. He blinked behind 
rimless spectacles and seemed to be groping for other words. 
Finding none, he rejpeated dismally, "I think it improbable 
that you would prefer to remain with us here. I’m dread- 
fully sorry.” 

Johnnie — until this moment an instructor in psychology 
tried his academic best to pick the pieces of reality from 
the horribly unreal words. It was as though he were de- 
tached, watching from the far side of the book-paneled of- 
fice, as his own sensitive face flushed hotly beneath the crew 
cut and as he twisted inside the Harris tweed jacket while 
the future he had so cautiously designed shattered. 

Johnnie looked down at the newspaper,' ^at the nearly 
buried four inches of blurred type that meant the end of 
everything. He could not bring himself to believe it. He 
wasn't conscious now of Dr. Reinstead. Instead, he was see- 
ing again the long-legged girl with the dark pony tail, with- 
out makeup on her pretty face except for the heavily pen- 
ciled eyes — and naked except for a pair of tight, white 
shorts. The girl had looked tired and she had moved her 
hands lazily up to cover the nipples of her breasts . . . 

It s been nice, she said to the boy in dungarees, sweat 
shirt and dirty sneakers — the uniform, Man — with whom 
she had been dancing. "We’ll see each other.” She meant for 
him to split the scene. Lose himself. 

Other girls in the little apartment had been dancing with 
boys while Charlie Parker’s "Temptation” moaned from the 
twin console stereo sneakers and, like -the woman in the 
white shorts, were nude above the waist. But the boy in the 
sneakers had forgot himself; had become emotional enough 
to touch a nipple with his hand. That tore it. He wasn’t 
cool. Johnnie Haynes, sitting on the floor that night, saw the 
boy shrug and walk away from the girl. 

— turn the page 
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A mighty rock was he — strong, silent, unmoved by the blandishments of females 

whatever became of 

the man's man? ; 
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She was big, she was beautiful 

and she loved him more than he knew 


more 
than a 
friend 



FRIEND, from page 4} 

far out to where there were no others, 

and the wild taste, sometimes. 

would make Sam proud, doing every- 
thing exactly right, not minding the 
lights and noise, listening only 'for the 
signals Sam made, very high, Very thin. 

But these days were few. Usually the 
dry days stretched before her;* dusty, 
emptied hours without Sam. It would 

with him each day, to stay protcctingly 
by his side. But Sam would not allow 

No other could love him as Satin 
did, since she had never loved before, 
and would not again. No other could 
be so willing to sacrifice, could be so 
ready, so wanting to protect him. And 

threat to Satin, and she realised it. She . 
him, and feared them, because some 

them and never ever come back. If that 
happened, Satin would go mad. 

But until then, she would be con- 
tent to be near him when she could. It 
was enough to have him touch her, 
stroke her and tell her she was beauti- 
ful — for this was better than the old 
places, dark green places where men 
never came, until Sam did. 

Then Sam brought the woman home. 
As always, Satin met him at the 



door. The bitch was standing behind 
him, wisely behind him, still with the 
smell of paints, the burned smell of 
arc lights upon her. 




the kitchen w 


s Satin — Satin, 
Norma. A newcomer to our business, 
Satin, but so lovely, she can’t miss." 

man, then, muttering, she had gone 
with Sam because she could not deny 

shoulder at the woman he had brought 


to balance the tray of drinks. 
"Now stay here," he said. 


crazy things out here. And she’s nice 
I guess. But shouldn’t she have a place 
of her own? Sam, darling — she's sc 

He laughed. "Satin’s not like mj 
other stars. She’d pine away without 
me. And as for being big, I like mi 


Satin- quivered. She could .not see 
from the kitchen, but from'.tjiis sound 
of his voice, he was stroking that bitch 

the touch of his hands, as. he made 
Satin tremble. . 

ing again, and the dincing. Three 
times he came into the kitchen for more 
drinks, anil each time he ignored Satin 
and the embers of here eyes. The last 
time, he stumbled into the refrigerator 
and grunted. 

Soon the music stopped and the 
woman laughed. Satin caught the 
sound of the bedroom door closing. 
She waited until she could sit stjll no 
longer, then went into the darkened 







































He had many things to offer the young farmer — but mostly his wife 



time. I could show you a few tricks.” 
"That'd be good," Leon said. 

They entered the kitchen, making 
considerable noise. It was Saturday- 
night and Leon’s folks were in town. 
Mavis, the hired man's wife, came into 
the kitchen. She was dark-haired, 
slightly plump, and when she walked, 






alfalfa had been spread in the manger 
and straw shook down beneath each 
cow, young Leon and the hired man 
walked back to the house. Darkness 
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Hollywood Spa takes 
a trip backward 
in time to delight 
today's drinkers 
with the gay glories 
of yesteryear! 
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here’s why you will want to join the Diners' Club 
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